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Che exclaimed, gleefully.

Tron ¢g_u_l_ty_ Wegister.

By ELI D. AKE,

IRONTON. : : : MISSOURL

DON'T DESPISE THE BOYS.

Don’t plague the bashful cou ntry boy
Who Jooks with awe UPOn ¥ou now;
His clothen are pour and he is ooy,
And tangles up his legn somehow
Bo that he stumbles awkardly
In making way for you—but he
Eo gulleless now, =0 poorly dressed,
Msy hide away down in his breast
A Lineoln's heart, or be POSEEF e
Of wishes such as Garfield had
To stand where but the greatest may—
Don't tsugh out at the eountry lad
Who pusses pwkwardly to-day.

Don't spurn the poor boy in the street

Whe tries to pass and jostle you;
The shoes are ragged on his feet,

Hi& trousers may be tattered, too.
With grimy hands and tangled hair;
He dodges here and hurries there,

Too little for his wears, but still
Dieen in his breast may be the will
Thit spurned Carnegle up the hill,
Fuorgive the child who somellmes dares
To piay a litle on his way;
Duown In the busy thoroughfures
Are boys the world will know some day.

Oh, country boy, 1 1t my hat
In humble defererice to you;
Oh, little worker In the street,
Clil i your solled wml tattered blue,
With awe 1 wateh you ns vou §
I might ery “Bravo! If T knew,
Oh. ragred, tirsd, awkward boy,
What things God sent you here to do,
—8. E. Kiser, In Chicago Record-Herald

B080000600DEPOEEIEOIEIIEES
The Philosopher
. in the Fog. g

2

POEEDIOEPEIODOFDIRBGH

HE Philosopher spread himself

withunairof singular cheerfolness
as he hreasted the fog, The condi-
tions kirrounding him were precisely
of a character to furnish a very satis-
factory ftest of the philokaphy of
which it wus his boast to profess, and
the discomfort of the moment affect-
ed lim only in so far as it ennhled
him to rise snperior to it. He moved
through an  opague,  yellow-white
world of impenctrable mystery. He
was eanscions of others moving in
the sume world—with, it may be,
lvss satisfaction, if he might judge
from certain detached exelamutory
sountls which from time to time rose
up ot of the encircling davkness,
Palpable though  invisible objecty
passed and repussed him at every
conceivible  angle,  eannoning up
agranist vach other with aggressive
stupidity, and not infrequently ean-
noning up agoinst LWimself, ax he
steered Dis way In what he Imagined
to e a straight line along o straight
paverment,

The pavemeiat—as he remembered
it almost from his ehildhood up—was
certainly straight, and ran from St,
James' pust the National Gullery,
which made it the more surprising
when a few yards further on, the Phil-
agapher fell over @ carbetone in the
middle of the vond into the arms of o
policemin,

“Trafalgar =qnare, 1 conceive 2" said
the Thilozopher blandly as he read-
Justed hig hat.

“Piceaditly Cirens,'
man grnfhy.

“Dear me! yon don’™t mean it? re.
juined the Philosopher,  “That ac-
counts for my having eollided with so
many substantinl shides during the
Iast few minutes, 1 appear to have
loat toan extent any sense of direc-
1ion,”

“NYou ain’t the fast,” said the po-
liceman, in a tone of eneonragement.
“If you go on long enough you will
come somewhere,”

This renurk contained so evident
a gevm of philosophy that it tickled
the Philosopher into an appreciative
chuekle,

“So might Epictetus have spoken!”
“T perceive
you 1o be a student of Trath, my
friend! Good evening,” and he con-
tinued his way with an uncertain but
complicent gait, He was brought np
very shortly by the unexpected pro-
pinguity of a horge.

“Riw, you are on the pavement!" re-
monstrated the Philosopher,

“You're on the road, more like!"
retorted a voice, presumably belong-
ing to a phantom driver up in the air,
“Can you tell me where 1 am?"

"I wag about to address the same
inquiry to yon," replied the Philoso-
pher, “coupled with a request that
Yyou should drive me somewhers else,"

“Drive you—not I, sir!” the voiee
returned, “I've signed  a  contract
with the fug to remain on this 'ere
spot till morning."

“That contract would appear fo
have many sigontories,"” remarked
the Philosopher, as he walked into a
stationury omnibus. “The man was
right—I am no longer on the pave-
ment.”

From ftime to time the Philosopher
paused in his progress to add his voen|
comments to the som of the echoing
human sounds aroumd him; it en-
gaged his faney pleasantly to address
his brother phantoms in o spirit of
agreenble cameruderie, as their re-
gpective orbits intersected each oth-
er.  Certhin  frogmentary ejnenla-
tions would eall for the echo of a re-
sponse—us, for instuinee, when o hu-
man body collided against the Phil-
osupher with some foree and a voice
Lurkt forth—

“What the deuce pluce is this?"

“8Sir,”" replied the DPhilosopher, 1
appreliend we are not far from the
Htyx—a pleasant pugsnge to youl"

But the illusion of an intangible
world was oddly interrupted, before
the Mhilogopher had travelel a dozen
yards larther, by the sonnd of a fem.
Inine vaice close at his elbow—

“0h; please, can you tell me where
1 am?

The philosopher stopped short,

“Not very clearly, I am afrdaid,

1’

eadd the police-

- madam,” he replied.

“1 am logt—and am so frightened—
I daren't movel”

The voice was fur too soft and sil-
very to belong to a ghost—hy no
menns the vox exigua of a Tartarean
Bhade—and the Philogopher's heart
was tonched by it plaintive appeal

“1f 1 can assist you''—he began

She cought his arm impulsively.

“Qh, don't leave me!" she cried, in

+¥ r ehildish panic.
‘l

“On no account!™ said the Philose-
plier firmly,

“H 1 could only find a hansom!™

“We will look for ope,” he said.

They had instinetively fallen into
step together, though they conld not
see cach other. The Philosopher's
breast swelled with the sense of a
protective mission. He became con-
scious of a little gloved hand touch-
Ing his own—the impolse by which
hix fingers closed over it was, under
the cirenmstances, a perfectly nutu-
ral one. She did not withdraw her
hand; the Philosopher’s gentle—al-
most courtly—tones had inspired her
with the confldence of u child in a
parent. That she should not regard
it as misplaced, he began at once to
discourse to her in o soothing man-
ner as they proceeded,

“There are few things" he re-
marked, “move disconcerting than
the moral influence of u fog upon the
nerves, We are surround o even now
by numerous people in vurious stupes
of agitation. They afford a strik-
ing exemplification of the helpless-
ness of human beings in the foce of
any sudden  dislocation of normal
natural conditions,  Consider i hu-
manity were destined to exist always
in such a fog! How would it affect
the trend of human progress?"

A tull figure bumped into the Phil-
osopher at this juncture snd swung
him around to an angle.

“Thus!™  he  continned,
“Humanity wonld be
working at a  tangent. Advance
wonld be erablike—for a time; but
at length hinnan beings woulld, by a
natural  principle  of  habituation,
adapt themselves to the new econdi-
tions of their existence—and, 1 doubt
not, trinmiph over them, In gich a
case o sudden burst of sonlight, .of
clarified air, would affeet them with
as singulnr n constornation as at
present is produced upon their senses
by this fog. Let us regard it rather
as typical of that state of mental at-
mosphere throngh whick the human
mind must forever be groping to-
ward the Hght, in search of truth,
We ean vely but wpon the lnmp of
philosophy for our goidanee.  Philos-
ophy rejects the disturbing influ-
enee-

“Are you, then, o philosopher, sir?"
she broke in, little timidly.

“I am."”" saidl the Philosopher,
proudly. “It has always been my aim
to trivmph over the pecidents of
cliance. A Tog, for instanee, does not
fn any way affeet the equilibrinm
of my mental gerenity, hilosophy—
in such a climate as this especially—
is the state of mind to which it
should be the object of  every ra-
tional person to attain, What matter
whether one walks gn the pavement
or the road? Philokophy seorns the
distinetion. We ecannot see the road,
but we Know it is there—philosophy
reste satisfied with the foet—"

She rave a little ery, and stambled
forwanrd.

“Oh! What's that?
comething—"

The Philosapher drew her hack 1o
an upright position,

“It avas prabably a deg. Yon
shoulil not permit  yoursell to he
starfled—you should not indulge the
emotions:  all the emotions—fear,
jfl}'. -'Ill'}ll'im‘. anger. love de-
stractive of the philosophicsl attitude
of mind.”

placidly.,
perpetually

I tripped over

are

“Love, ton?”  she sisked, with a
pleasing naivefe.
“Love  especially.” Lie answered,

“Philosophy and love ennmt exist to-
fether,  Lawve 0 in jts very essenee
antagonistic To the first peinciples
of pliflusaphy. 1t more often
thim not gpen no eations] basds what®
ever. A lover cannet by any con-
ceivitble concession he o philosophes,™

PEslR

She mude s little grivince, which
the Philosoplier conld not sve,
“Plillosophy,™ he continued, irn-

quilly, “is superior to love: it is in-
dependent of the domestic emotions:
="

“Then yvou ave not mareied?" she
interrupted, softly.

"Married!" excluimed the Philoso-
pher aghast, “Should 1 be a philosa-
pher if 1 were? Muorriuge is quite de-
gtrictive of philosgophy.”

“There was o Jady enlied
tippe"—she ventured timidly.

The Philosapher was a little 1aken
aback.

"I beg you pardon?* he

“Socrates—he wis
know."

“SBehe was," observed the Philoso-
pher, thoughtfully, *“Hix wife may
be considered to have fornished the
supreme test of his philosophy,”" he
udded, in a brighter tone,

“Oh, U'm afraid yon're a mirsy—
missy—missy—"  She stopped. per-
plexeid. “I've forgotten the word., A
person who hates women,” .

“Misogynist?" snggested the Thil-
o=opher,

“Thank yvou. Yes, that's the word.
Are yon one of those dreadful peo-
ple?”

*A philosopher lintes netling. Not
even women” he replled, indulgently,

*And you prefer your horrid phil-
nsophy to-—to women? she demand-
ed with warmth,

“In philokaphy,” was his passion-
less rejoinder, “we find truth; hot
in women—"  He pansed, reflecting
that the conclusion of the sentence
niight bear an intevpretation person-
ally ungratifying to his fair compin-
fon. She rathlessly sefzed on the
implication of the nofinished phrasze.

“You mean thoat all women are
false!™ she said, dropping hiz hanid.

“T should lave satisfied myself
with a more negative distinetion,” he
answered.  “Pray be enrveful.  There
is n enrbstone there—"

She stumbled ngain, then stopped
and confronted him nevvously.

“This is awful!” she  exclnimed,
“And there doesn't seem fo he a
hansom anywhere!™ She looked
round vaguely at the encireling white
wall. “How shall T get home? Shall
I ever get home at all?"

*What does it matter whether yon
get home or not?" nsked the Philoso-
pher, ealmly,

“Matter? Good grocions!
do yon mean?"

“The limitations of place are quite
arbitrary. One place Is in reality as
good ns unolher. To a philosopher
all places are ‘home'—nad, for the
matter of that, you can, if you wish
it, by a judicious exercise of the fae-
ulty of Imaginntion imagine your-
self at bome now,”

Xan-

s,

married, you

What

“I ecannot imagine soything so
silly!™ she retorted, petulantly.

The P'hilosopher sighed.

“Have you any idea where we are?’
she demanded, shivering,

"I eannot elearly define our pre
cise position,” he replied, “but 1 con-
ceive that we are proceeding in the
direction of Chelsen.”

“Oh, but I don’t want to go to Chel-
seal” she cried in alarm. “1 want to
g0 to Lancaster Gnte! What =hall I
do?" she added, closping her hands,

The Philosopher found himself mo-
mentarily embarrassed. As far as
his own personal inclinntions were
concerned. it was o civeumstance of
equal indifference whether he went
to Chelsea or Helgravin. Bat his
companion’s distress  was  evident,
and, in & measure. he had eonstituted
himself her protector. He felt. there-
fore, that he must consull her prejuo
dices in the matter of o destination,

“You must be aware.” he said, gent-

Iy, "that no eab driver would take
You a dozen yords in this fog. Listen
fo ithe sounds around you! ‘They

resolve themselves into ane vist unds
versal Inguiry!  In Plecadilly Cireus
"buses and cabs were locked 1tngether,
midstreet, in an inextricuble wedse
of helpless  interrogation.  Hoepre—
wherever we are, it i little better.
The more venturesome of the
drivers are leading their horses. Ope
lipped past us just now. | heard the
grate of the wheel on the edge of 1he
pavement.  If we were still in the
region of shops, we might step in
and investigate our locality.  As it
is—"

“Look,  look!™
“Call him, quick!™

There was o sudden flare of a torch
in front of them and out of the dark-
ness i link boy dashed swiftly past.

“Lucifer—liearer of Light—stop!®
he eried.

The urchin paused, with a grin.

“Cull me, guv'nor?

“I did, If you ecan spare the time,
be rood encugh to tell me—tell ns—
where we pre.”

“Where yvou are?
strect, o' conrse!"

“Homd street!™ pepeated the Phil-
osopher,

“Hond street!™ echoed his eompan:
iem, with & gasp of unutterable relief
at  the fawmiliar home-like sound,
“Little boy, stay—don’t leave ust"

“Lewve yer—well, wot l* yer think,

"hi

she  interrupted,

Why, in Bond

Miss? I've got my bizoness ter attend
to, too!™ reloried the bay, fmpor-
tantly,

“Youth,” enid the Philosopher, “yon
are muster of the situation—a plebe-
inn Charon controlling the syerunt
Shudes. T engage your services, 1f
insist ppon  going home" he
added; turning 1o his chitrge, "we
it better than follow
Churon to the nether workl,”

“But 1his is Hond street!™ she ex-
claimed, still with the ring of relief
in her silvery vaive.

I koow Me—at least 1 oam willing
tu believe it sinee Charon says so.
Who better than he ean econduet us
to the Plntonian Realms—1he Subiters
ranean vegions of the “Tube?

*The "Tube? ™ she eried. “We are
quite close to itt"

.\'ﬂll

tli ouy

“The idea of distunce is purely vela-
tive,” he wveplied. “When, un hour
ago, T lelt my elab, 1 imagined my-
sell 1o De guite cloxe 1o Trafalgar
uare—yet, in the cvent, | found
myself to be immeasurably far from
thut histovie locality.  Boy! lead us
instuntly to the stution ealled Bond
street. Charon shall have his fee

“The “Tube. «ir?  Yes, 11l toke
you theve—Hond streef: it ain’t very

fie, but the fog is that tlick a« no-
body "eept g mole ¢onld tiad 'is way |
six yards afore him withiont o 1nrrh.|
Five shillin®, sirt™

Ten minutes Inter they pansed ot |
the mouth of the Central railway
station,  The Philosopher paid the
link Doy five  shillings. “On  the
binks of Phlegethon yon will tind
winy  others,™ e sgid, "Go and
seareli!™  Phen tarning fo his 1’nHI-I
panion he motioned her courteausly
to precede him down the steps.

Together they descondel.  and,
reaching onee abore o world of light,
by a mutual fmpulse stopped  and
confronted each other on the thresh-
uld of it

The Philosopher started,  Refore
him he beheld o young girl of ihe
mogt bewildering loveliness, Her soft
blue eves were divected 1o his with
an expression of timid euriosity, in
which there was the dawning blend
of a gratitude diffidently conveyed,
She. too, started—for she had imag-
ined herself to be in the company of
w benevolent und wildle-aged gentle-
man of peeitliar, though interesting
views, whose protection, paternnlly
offered, 1 maiden so slituated might
without loss of maidenly dignity nc-
cept,

Imstend, ghe pereeived, gazing intn
her foce with an admiration i1l ¢on-
cenled, o voung and singulorvly hand-
some man of 25,

T fancled.  T—T thought yon swere
quite an old man all the time," she
faltered, “or, of course—" She hroke

off with an  eloguent  Llnsh, and
dropped her eyes,
*Faellis desconsiie Averno—" i

mured the Philosopher, stlll gazing
on the holf-uverted face hefore him.

“Sed - revoenre gradom™ f o8 8
she veplied, dueting at him o swift
little misehievons glance from under
o flickering eyelid.

“Whnt!™ exclaimed the Philosopher,
“Is it possible that yon nnderstand
Latin, that you have read Viegil—
you?"

It ix o #n, | know," she answered,
demurely; “but I do—1 have, really.
T-=T o o philosapher, too, You zee,
I wos at Girton, where they make &
study of the emotions,” ‘she added,
with a little sniuey langh;

For o moment the Philosoplier wis
silent. Then he snid:

“Plitlosophy is like a fog, and the
‘twopenny tube' is like the beauty
that dispels its fallacies, 1 renounce
my ereed. I proclaim a heresy,
Philegophy and love are no longer
incompatible.” He punsed to throw
ont a suggestion. “May they not,”
he inquired, “continne to walk, hand
in hand, side by side, togethes,
through the thick, impenetrable fop,
the lonely, inhospitable mists of the
distant unknown future?”

Bot the reply of his companion
was lost in the sudden roar of the ap-
proaching train,—Emeric Huline Bea-
man, in London Sketeh.
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Milwankee School Bos—~Tenchers going on & sirike, nre they — welly

forewnrned is reararmed !

THE BRITISH PEERAGE.

Peculinrvities nnd Perplesition of ihe
Uue of Titles Among the Aristo=
ceatic Familles,

If the British peernge had been spe-
cially designed as a puzzle it could
hirdly have been made more perplex-
ing than it is. even for those who niove
within its exalted eirvele. 1n fact, o
eonfusing is it that a peer might well
be  exeused  for bavieg oecasional
doubts as to is own identity. suys a
London correspondence  of the St
Louis Republie.

If, for instance, one weve to call
out the name “Lord Grey™ to an ns-
sembly of the peerage, no fewer than
five of our aristoerats woulil answer
to the nawme: for there are an Enrl
Grey, a Viseount Grey de Wilton, Lord
Grey de Ruthyn, Lord Girey of Groby
and an Earl de Grev; while Baron
Walsingham is ulso a De Grey.

The titled Hamiltons are guite as
confusing. for ure there not o duke
of Homilton, o miarquis of Hamilton,
two Baruns Hamilton, of whom one
¥ the diuke of Argy!l and the other
Vigeotint Boyne, nnd a Lovd Hamilton
of Dialzell; while Hamilton isalso the
patronymic of the duke of Abercorn
and Lords Holmpatrick and Bellinven.

Two of our peers answer to the de-
ceription of Lord Amberst—Eurl Am-
herst and Lord Amberst of Haokney.
There are three Lovds Howard: one of
Effingham. another of Glossop  wnd
the third of Walden. There are fwo
Lerds Mar—the envl of Mar and the
earl uf Murand Kellie—and a6 on, un-
til the brain afmost regls with the
confusion of them all,

Al wheve peess do not beie identi-
eal titles, the titles gre so similar that
nove biat g prerige expery cin IIE\\;|‘\'=
distingtish them, There wre o Lord
Middleton and o Lord Midleton: o
Lord Langford and an earl of Long-
ford: Lovds Lilford and Lifford wid a
Viscount Kynnalvd and a6 Buron Kin-
naird,  And how i the man in the
street 1o distingnish between the earl
of Lindsey swnd hiz lordship of Lind-

say: between Lord Hompton and Vis- |

connt Hampden: Lovd LTsle ind Lord
de Yisle, or Letween the earl of Mill-
town and Viseount Milton?

More diftienlt to master than the
identity of peers bearing the sume. or
practically the same. titles is the pro-
nuneintion of many of the names in
our peerage,  Why, for example,
should the marquis of Abergavenny
he known us Albergenny, Lord Stonr-
ton ar Sturton, Lord De In Warr as
Delawar, the marquis of Cholmonde-
ley ns Chumley, Eurl Beanchamp ns
Beecham, Lord Farqubar as Farker-er,
Lovd de Ros as De Raos, Baron Hot-
ham as Hutham, Lord Magheramorne
as Lord Mareamorn? Lord Powers-
conrt beeomes Poorseort; Lord Pon-
lett is addressed as Pawlet; and among
aristocratic family names Leveson.
Goawey is transformed into Looson
Gore; Fiennes info Fynes: Foljambe
into Foaljam: Dumaresq into Doonier-
riek: Dalzell into Desell and Colguhoun
intn Cohoon.

Another curiosity of the perrage
which adds to the mystification of the
gtudent is the number of foreign titles
borne hy onr nobles—in fact, ihere is
seareely o country in Euarope whieh
lias not conferred o title on one or
other of onr peere. The earl of New-
burgh is also an Malian Marguis Ban-
dini, duke of Montdragone. and count
of Carniola, and bears the very umn-

English naane of Sigismund Nichs lus |
Vennntivg Gactane Frapeis Gilustin-
uni,

I'he duke of Hamilton is gl -mJ..-r
of Chatelleranlt in Franoe: Lond lReny
combines the chieftain=hip of the
Seuttish clon Mockay with the title o
daron Mackay of Ophemert, fn Hol-
lend, and ntil ST Wias Dot even o nit-
uralized Englishmon. The earl  of
Perth is due de Melfort, Comte Lussan
and Bavon de Valrose in Franee; and
the earl of Clanearty is known to
Dntehmen as marquis of Housden,

Theduke of Marlborough is the Sua-
biin prinee of Mindelheim and o privnee
of the Holy Roman empite; Viscount
Bridport s duke of Bronte in laly:
the duke of Wellington is o Spuuish
grandee, prinee of Waterloo, o Spanish
duke, and a duke, marquis and eotngt
of Portigal; and Lovd Pivhright is o
biron of the Adstrinn empire.

Few things are more surprisingthen
the large number of so-called npnpes

to be Towned T the peerage.  Lopd
Steatheona and Viscountess Hamble-
den are Smiths:  Rabinsen s the

patronymic of the marguis of Ripon,
Earl de Grey and Baron  Resmemd:

amtd the Brownes (with an “&™) are

reprecented by Lords Sligo, Kilmalue
and

Rune-
and the famonscarl
of Liverpool answered to the ninme
nf Jenkins,

Among other commonplace names
horne by our peers are Pentt, Parker,
White, Hay, Cole, Coke, Burns, Dods
son, Hoge, Haogier, Wood, Willlamson
and Wallup. '

It = remarkable to what an exten:
titles o in ecertain families;,  The
Howneds, Donglasses nngd Stuarts, of
Srewnrts, elaim oo fewer than 20
peerages among thems the Stanhopes
represented by three  eaelilons
and there are three noble families of
Grosvenor: while even syel aridinngy

Keénmare, The late Lord

wits i Jones;

e

names s Packer, oyl Braw e me
nopolize two ndrguicites, foar enrl
dome and a buronpy,

subducid tpplnose,

During the earlier dayvs of the relpr
uf Queen Vietoria, denmatic perforn
anees were given ot Windsor eastle, un
der the monagement of (harles  Kean.
The audicnee being limited and =iy
aristoeratio, the upplavse was, naturil-
Iy. mot especially hearty, and the
comedians felr the pbeenee of the ninre
demonstrative approval wnifestod in
the vegular theater,

fqueen s

One eveninge the
toan #queery to Mr. Kean to
know if the actors would like anything
(meaning refreshments), when (e
aetor veplicd:  “Say to her majesty
thot we shonld be gratefn? fora jityie
applinse when the spectators "0
pleased” Rack went the equerry i
eemyveyerd the message. At the end of
the net there was o slipht suggestion
of handelapping and exceedingly pen-
tle foot-tapping. James Wallaek, wha
knew nothing of the message sent to
the queen. hearing the mill demon-
stration, pricked up his ears and in-
auired: “What isthat 2" Mr, Kean re-

plied:  “That, my dear Wallack, is ap-
plange “God hlées me!™ retorted
Wallaek, “T thought it was someans

"

shelling peas”—London Chraniels,

Ay Comprrison,

She—T1t must be awful to be lnried
alive—squevzod in oo coffing and
able ta move,

He—Yes, indeed. 1 tell yvou, Jane,
there are worse places than tlig flat,
if you only stop to think abon? jt.—-
Judge,

The March of
Humanity ¢

By BENJAMIN KIDD,
Author ol Principles of Western Civilization,

awe as it thinks of the duration and the ¢trenuousness of the discipline
that has alone made the present result possible.
agency at work?

The first requirement was that the individual muet be subordi-
nated to the State. This involved a condition of absolute militarigm.
This condition reached its climax and perfection in the military power |
| policies amount 1o $1,250,000, I'he most

What, we ask, has been the

of Rome,

The second great requirement—the second lesson man had o
learn—was THE SACRIFICE OF THE PRESENT TO THE FU.-
TURE. Ounly those nations have triumped who lave deliberately
subordinated the interests of the present to the interests of the fur-

ture.

The future belongs to the nations who have learned the
of self-sacrifice; 1T BELONGS TO THE ANGLO-SAXON PEOQ.
PLE, provided they remain faithiul to the ideal which they are grad-
ually coming to perceive. Almost the first sign that a nation is subor-
dinating the present to the future is a growth of tolerance in its midst
a tolerance so broad as to be intolerant of rothing save what tends
to destroy that tolerance. As an example let us look at the religious
tolerance of the Anglo-Saxon people of to-day, the result of centu:

ries of fire and sword.

When we look back to the davs
of primeval man upon this earth—
the davs when cach lived for him-
self, and every man's hand was
against his neighbor — and com-
pare such a state of things with |
the vast social tabric 'of the twen-
tieth century of our own era, the
mind loses itself in wonder and

lesson

CRITICS WHO ARE SHY. |

The Men Who Have Rejected Mant of
the Bent Books Are Vot Easily
Acvessibile,

The head of a big I'hiladelphia pub |
lishing house lesned far back in his |
revolving chuir, his feet upon his
dexk. 1

“What do you wish?" he nsked, as
he applied a black vigar to his wouth
and gueed a1 the swirling smoke |
clouds, with one ey closel. eritically, {
He had just lunched, He was cone |
tent, It would been a happy
moment to try to sell a novel to bhim,
relates the Philudelphia Necord,

But the only  mur-
mured: *1 wish to koow something
about ~ publishers’ rediders, about
thoxe men who examine manuseripts
and whether they e
taken or rejected,  They are o mys- |

have

mterviewer

decide inre 1o
terious oluss”™

“They have 1o he" suid the pub-

Hsher. *For two reasons they have
to be.  First, beenuse they are con-
stontly turning  Jdown novels that

eventually muike o tremomlons sue-
Now that is o ladicrons thing
for them it their
were known people wanld give them
the laugh for it on the street, aod
they
this wholesale vepudiation of novels

s,

to do, wndd IR es

would feel pshamed.  Sevond, in
they offend hitterty innuteribile Liot- |
bilaaded writers.
These writers wonld not hesitote to
annoy them if they knew them, woald |
not hesitute them a
punch on the nose or o kvl That
has happened to pabilishe
hefore this. 1 Jow wlhin
had a front teoth knocked ot by a
brick that o young poet, annoved at
the rejection of o sonnet, hurled pets
wlantly, S0 yon see in ovder not t
he Tanghed at and in order not 1o bhe
nEsanlted,
tigy atively spenking, masked,
The fiction for a
houss pretends that e is o wonl
salesman,  He earries manueeripis to
amil from his residence in fhose oyl
inders of vellow paper  that  wool
salesien put their samples in. Yet
the writers suspeet him withal, A
short story writer, at a tea. poured
n vup of hot chocolate down the
back of his neck,  She peetended it
was aevidental, but He hanl rejectedd |
a fodry tale of hers the week hefore”
“How many readers does 1he aver-
v puidishing honse employ 2
“Abwout a dogen.”
"And through what provess does g
minnseript—sny the maniseript of a
novel—go from the time of its re-

0 revernerfnd
il revengefol
even ot wriv
1 LA

publishers’  readers  po,

remdey Dukton

reilers |

ceipt to the time of itg rejection or
aceeptanee?”

“Well, on its arrival it ix entered in
n hook and given o nymber, Then it
is roughly esamined and if it he §1-
liternte it is vetnrmed ot onee 1o its
anthor. with our pedite printed =lip
of ri But  anealern
seripts gre parely illiterate; in thi
age everybody can write: amd prac-
tically everything submitied {0 us
has sonne o gaodd n it and

shiws some signe of kil

1161, -

ree al

“When o minnseript lonks promis- |

ing it gete vight or nine meadings
We wish to koow  whot  different
minds thindk of . They alwivs think
different things, and the chapter thn
ome reider g pnother denoanees
in stronge it put of all that
Jmble of contradictory apintons 1he
publisher manages, someliow, ta hit
on what lie helicves to he the vight
course, and this he takes, either ae-
repting or rejeeting the waorl, to find
not infreguently that his right eonrse
has been the wrong one, afrer all.
“Thnt i= nothing,
publisher sl every pender habitgl-
Iy make: Mieir rep-
and blotted
don’t know

thnrgeh, Fypry

rrave mistnkoes,
utations are smireled
over the rejection of 1
Do thny manisedipte that later un
have great hits, like ‘David
Harnm' l WITE or “Trithy.!
I =i the other duy ton yonng wom-
nm whose ook we wore bringlong ont:

oY our wark hins jist one olement
of weakness: it hasnt been rejected
by enongh publishers.

“Helen's Babies' b 21 vejections.
'Bhen Holden' had 27, “David Harnm®
had 42, “Uuele Tom's Cabiin® had 14
The latest soecess of o local writer,
In Search of Na'm'selle)” by George
Gibbs, was rejectod UE ROVEN
times. To have comletmed  these
notable works is not 4 piece of pro-

tnanede

or Crisis'

wix

fessional acumen of which any pab-
lisher or reader wonld e proaehs
Therefore, these fellows keep their

rondmnnntions of well-known books
buried deep in their hrensts gl smile
awkwardly when  the
brought up”

“ith jeet ix

Catgut from SITK-W arms,

Probubly bt o small pereeniage o1
the fishermen who use flies strupe
with fine transhiwent “ontem™ are
awnre that the almost wnbrenkalili
substance that holds the veuel hooke
aguninst the flereest strogeles of the
strack fish  comes  from  s{kworme.
The principad conter of the mannfaes
ture of this kind of eatgn (s 1he js-
fand of Praeida in 1he Bay of Naples,
bt most of the sllkwaorins employed
are rajsed neav Torre Annunzinta, st
the foot of Vesuvins, The eaterpillurs
are killed just as they are about 1o
hegin the spinning of coooone, thie sil
glanids are removed snil subjfected 10
d process of pleking, which i= o seeret
of the teade, and afterward the
threads are cavefully dvawn out by
skilled workers, mostly women. The
ength of the thread varies from a
toot to nearly 20 inelies.—Seience,

Noyrl Lives Insored,

King Edward VI life b5 fnsured
Yor abont $3,750,000, while the prinee of
Wales is contented with §2.300,000, The
vzar is insured fopr $1,000,000 gnd his
eldest dunghter, the Grud Duchess
Olga, for $2,500,000, while the czarving’s

heavily insured monnrobh was the late
King Humbert, whose life was valned
by Nimself at 37,500,000, £o0 that 1he
many insuvance companies Among
which the risks were divided were
very hard hit by his assassination,
The German emperor’s instrince also
runs into seven figurés.—Detroit Free

Press,

A Cliy of Men Only,

Maiwstchin, on the border of Rus
eln, §8 1he only city in the world peo-
pled by men only. The Chinest winien
are not only forbidden 1o lve in thig
tertitory, but even to pass the grent
wall of Kalkan and enter into Mon-
golin, Al the Chinese of this border
eliy are exclusively traders.—N. Y, Fun.
-

|
1

PITH AND POINT.

Mapy & man who attempis to wear
the muantle of greatness is disappoint-
ed in the fit—Chivago Daily News.

Extremes, — “Eeautiful Sunshine!”
exclaimed theoptimist, “Yes," growled
the pessimist, “but vo blinding!™—At-

| lanta Comstituticn,

“The idea of a newspaper ealling a
kanging a work of ar!™ “Perhups it
JuEt weant he was
Philadelphia Nortd

Some prople nre not afraid of any-
thing becanse they ure bold and others
juet they doin’t Kknow any
better—~Washivgron (().) Demoerat.

“L&t’s T osaid
salesman, “the price of that ping-pong

nely exevuted,”-

\tuerican.

lieeanse

see,” sl the mexperienced

ket is ten dallors per,™ “See herel™
excliimicd Mrs, Gotrex, 1 don't want
the price of 1he net; | want the whole

onifit? Nimeore Herald,

A\ Uheerfnl tiver.—*And aren’t yon
guing to ghie vour penpy for the poor
heathen?" aslhed the S 8. téacher. res

| provin “Oh, 1 s'pose.” replied lit-
tle T . an he bold it ont reluet-
wutly, “if yon think they nesd 0t
wiirse 'n 1 do"—Ohio State Jourpul

All In the Familly.—*1 should think
Toonit woulil “tur: 4n ot 1 in
his “Whiv? Are 1 -
K e can certainly blow
h ey son fiddles most
¢ av, and ax for his wife

whest harper von

ever =aw."—Thiadelphin Bulleti
here nre too wany peaple in the
workd waiting for favorabtle ocomd
1 D't o i1 While swur e
hesitating  some 1t lp iz Jlowing
nhead of yoi. Wait for nothing:

it

0oennrse and parsin it ri
wrorm or Inll eold
ar beat, good times ar lud thoes. Wait

for nothing.—Arehizon tlobe,

GHOSTS IN WESTMINSTER.

shine, mod or &

| Explanation of Tywo lnstances of Ap-

parent Apparitions in the

English 'nlace,

The death of Siv Arehibald Milman
Inevitably rovives thie stories durrent
4 few montbe agi of (he apparition
uf Lady Milman when
alleged 1o hdive met death ina certain
corvidur in the apartment
by her in Spesker’s pourt of the pal-
of Westmin=tor, ‘The n ot
Writes responident,

Meehibald himeelf gy

he herself s

a0t il

those stopjos,

H

I Dl feoan =iy
ing the List few days of Kis life,
ingonto the coveitdor inguestionther
LB
made partly of gins-,
of the durl
mweally had much the =ame effect o= 5

Upen-

woke 1w donrs, them wis

and, with the fest
bekind i1, i1 nas-

porridnr

mirror,  Anyoue coming ont of the
ather door wis reflocted In hils glocs
donpe, whilol w Piveed o sielt o e

that

woitld seeghe m

Intion i BB AT

nseenaing the <tiirs

fleetion before Le siow the peeson e
Povteadl, AT fwe or 1hire CHAER S 100
Ty NPiDueson was oo fie Otit of Herow g
Baniiginde win i i gl 1l
stiiredse saw bey reflectivn, and & mo-
ment or two later saw Lady Miloar
herself. and hoe sppraneh vo e g
door nutarally supevsted 1he Twi fige-
wres pppatehinge eooliothieriooa somme
whit npeinny namoet, says the Tog
i Chirenicle,

Thie svenmd ehost story wa tlie
effect aban Tady Milnoan's wrepdt v
B otering the drawive-room wWhil
Ly Mg woe ant. Eagually v
mwarhalle s the explunntion of this
foet. Lady Milman is o very tall soops-
A nnd her canghters gre egually 1adl,
On vime diensioy o fefotd ehteded 1l
winge just ae dhie drove (L IRET the iy
in 4 enrringe. Ae he aseended  the
stivease leadir E o the drawinesroom

he fuoked ip and saw aovery gl wonig
ooty ahivee or o stopy

wn

the coreidar nnd enter the depwing
rion, Looking from below the 1all
fignre sumgiested sery ol sely that of

Tady Miltwmau who hersel Fentoveid (T
drawing-roum o

He had sevn Lidy Milouin, ge
he thonght, precede Tin, dind s spe

moitent affer  the

visiton,

prise was patoral when she sreetol
him from behind, 1t f= ont of tlhese
two facts, and these two fiets aline,
that the house of commaons, and, in-
dowd, the whole ceantry, swae psseed
that there were ghosts in Westimines
ler.

HOW THE BOERS FIGHT.

From Hehind HRoeks and Hrensts
works They Do Dendly Work
with Their Hifles,

Hawing decidid upon the positions
they fntend to ovenpy or defend, the
burgrhers provesd 1o dig trenches va
erect low tone wills or “sehanzes.
s they are ecallnl, of ST
pilesd g some threee feet highs or. i
the groonmd = sultahle, they do hath,
kays the Fortm. 10 anything, the it
ter atfords the more offoctive ot s
tion of the twor sinee not only (e

levosae

these sclinnges pive almost perfect
ehelter from rifle tive, hut through
the interstives between the stones
the wen arve able to wateh for the

nppronching eneiy.  On the silledd
mark presented, they  either
e the interstices as loopholes, or

Trerfpae

else they poap o, ginn five, and ave
down again in an almost fneredibly
short space of tine,  In this manner
they ean pick off the advancing sol-
dives swhile vemuining In almosy per-
feet seenrity themselves, This meth-
ol of fighting expliins ton EPBHT O
tent the extraordingry dbpropor;fon
in the casimlties of Beors and Beitish
respectively in most of the impor
tonr enghgements fonght during (he
present wir.
quently il In diuplicate or sven in
triplicate: thus ennbling the Hoers,
on heing deiven ek from the fest
to retive and continue to fight be.

Whese sehanges gre fros

hind the second and Ahe third, T
atdmivable  constroction  of ther
trenches has been festified 1o on

more than one oceasion by the Brit-
ish generals, notably by Sir Redvere
Buller in his dispatehes on the aper-
ations in Natal.

Altitnde of Duek's Flight,

The wild duck, the hawk and the ea
gull while in flight, over long distunecs
usnally remain ot an altitode of fyom
600 to 1400 feet. If they pass below
the Jevel of the highest flying kite of
a tandem line the fuct is easily dis-
cerned by allowing for perspective.
The kitg mensurements are rolatively
acoural€, because during the pro
longed flight of thousands of wild
ducks the Kite string can be hauled
in and paid out antil the altitude of
the ducks is exactly measured by the
aititude of the kites.—Nature,




